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Ah kin TELL YE ALL ABOUT IT NOW AH KIN TELL YE 'cause THINGS come out so 6000 FER PA. IT-w«I ALL 
ON ACCOUNT OF WHAT PA WANTED, AHO AH RECKON AH KHEW HOW BAD HE WANTEO IT THAT OAT MR EVANS COME 
THE FARM PA RUN FER HIM. MR. EVANS COME IN HIS ^SHmYRWCAOILLAC.^^^^ 

, „ WAS A-LOOKIN' AT IT, HIS EYES A-QLlTTERIN', THAT THERE WAS NOTHIN PA WANTEO MOPE INTH W 

WHOLE WIOE WORLD than T' EE takih 1 a RIDE IN A NEW 3HINY CADILLAC ., ■ _ 

you've BEEN DOIN' A FINE JOB HEAH, WILKES.. . BETTER* V" TES, SUH.MiSTUM •) 

ANY O’ MAH OTHER TEHAHTS. you COME IN F0‘ a 8000 l EVAHS. THANK 
SHARE tf THE CROP THIS MONTH. THIRTY OOLLARS, 

WILKES. . . 


When mr. evans orove off, pa just srooo there 
WATCHW' THAT HUNK OF MACHINERY LIKE A STARVIN' 
MAN STARIN' AT A POT O' STEAMIN' HOP JOWLS... 


LOOK AT'ER 80, RUTHIE? SEE 
HOW SHE TAKES THEM RUTS 
WITH SCARCE A BOUNCE. 
SOMETIMES AH OON'T THINK 
-L EVER OITf RIOE IN 


OON'T YE 
FRET, PA. ye OK) 
git THIRTY DOL¬ 
LARS. IF'N YOU 
save A OOLLAR 




SHHHf YE KNOW YOUAH 
MAW, RUTH IE. IF'N SHE 
KNOWS HOW NUCH MISTUH 
EVANS PAID ME, SHE'LL 


HIDE A DOLLAR, 
you Htoerr so's ma 
cain't lax her HANDS 
ON IT. YOU SAVE F0‘ 





















So PA HID A DOLLAR IN A SACK 
0‘ CHICKEN MASH. . ._ _ 


But ma picked just that hornin' 

T 4 FEED THE LAVIN' HENS WHICH 18 
MAH JOB. 


j A MAN'S GOT 
A RIGHT r 
I SAVE SOME¬ 
THIN 1 FOR 
HISSELF 

DUT'N HIS 
EARNIN'S, 

EFFIE MAYf J 


VE GOT NO RIGHT T 1 LIE 
ABOUT WHAT MISTUH 
EVANS PAID YE, CLYDE 
WILKES. AH FOUND 
THIS 60LLAR WHAR . 
YE H/O IT ! 


r YE AIN'T ▼ YE FOUN MAH ^ 
SAID YE SAVIN'S, DIO N'T 
LIKE IT, YE? EFFIE MAY. . , 


ah JHO' 'NUFF KNOwf T 
YE GOT A C..AEY NOTION] 
T FIDE IN A CADILLACf 
WELL, NE AN 1 IWTHIE L 
AIN'T GONNA DO WITH - I 
OUT jus' so'S VE kin r 
THrlOW AWAY FIFTEEN I 
POLLANS t KENT £ 


WHAT AH WAS 

A-SAVIN'FWV, 


WHEJE'D 
YE GIT THE 
’ HONEY, 

EFFIE M Y fj 


I GOT IT IN TOWNf 
ONLY A POLLAN 1 
AN'FIFTEEN il 
CENTS/ 


YOU SUET Alisten.ef,' ah never 
UP, NUTHIEfJ WANTED MUCH 'CEPT 
THAT ONE THINS f 
AH GAVE UP MAH 
TOBACCEE t'save 
THET MONEYS I'M 
^WARNIN' ye, effie 
Imay' KEEP YOUAH 
HANDS DFF'N 
WHAT T SAVE,f 


It didn't DO NO GOOD FCH PA T*WA,TN MA. PA’O 
HIDE 1 QUARTER IN SOME OUTLANDISH /LACE AN 
MA'O SNIFF IT OUT UKE AN OL 1 HOUND DOG 
TRACKIN' A -OSSUM. . . 



YE STOLE MAH MONEY 
FROM THE CHINK IN 

THE SMOKE HOUSE, 

DIDN'T YE, EFFIE MAY P. 


AH NEEDED T 1 BUY 
« SACKFROH MRS, 



1 WE GOT PLENTY O' 

| FEED SACKS' WHY 
DIDN'T YE USE ONE 

CTHEM? I'LL 

TELL YE, YE JEST 
WANT T' TAKE MAH 
SAVIN'S AN 'SPEND 
'EM, YDUAH A MEAN 
WOMAN, EF.., AN' YE'RE 
























But pa'o oet over his mao right quick and i‘o be 
aiOW’THE MULE W5QON T*THETT1ACCO AUCTION WITH HIM AND 
HE'D B E TALKIN' feOUT HOW SORRY HE WAS FER MA., . 
POOR EF* SHE GITS A-HANKERtN' 

FER THINGS LIKE THE WIMMEH 
IN TOWN GOT, AND SHE CAIN'T 


FUNNT RUTH IE, BUT THA'3 SOMETH**' ’ 
AH don't unnerstan 1 MANSELF. AH 
DON'T KNOW WHEN AH STARTER 
WANTIN' IT. ALL AH 00 KNOW 6 




Then we*o get t the auction ano pa'd be payin' hakdli no 

HEED T 4 THE GOIN'S ON. he'd BE A-LOOKIN 1 AT JEe WYLER'S 
BLACK CAD‘LAC. ■ ■ ^ 


.. .THE WAY SHE SETS THERE, 
A-STANOIN 1 STILL BUT LOOKIN' 
LIKE SHE'S MOVIN' ALL THE SAME/. 


Poor pa. ah guess akl never want any¬ 
thin' AS M QCtt A S H E DID ■ 

^JES' ONE RIDE, RUTHIEf THA'S 1 

ALL AH WANT. THEN AN COULD I 
DO BACK AN 1 WORK AN' WORK 
AN' NEVER MIND A BIT. AH DON' \ 

RECKON AN'M ASKIN' FER TOO 
MUCH, AM AH.RUTHIE? 




If it hadn't a-seen tket ah loved 

PA SO, AH NEVER WOULD'VE DAREO 
RUN OVER TO JEB WYLER LIKE AH 
DID. HE JUST GOGGLED ATME LIKE 
AH WAS A CRAZY OL' JAY BIBO... 

^ PA WON'T HURT YDUAN CAD*LAC ^ 

NONE,MR. WYLER. AN 1 HE CAN 
DRIVE SO00,TOO/ HE DRUV 


JE3 WYLER... HIM IN THEM FANCY 
CLOTHES.. .HE NEVER SAID NOTHIN 1 . 






























(SHE SETTER KEEP > 
HER HANDS OFF MAH < 
1 SAVIN'S! that's all 
.AN GOT T' SAYr SHE J 
ttV_JUS' SETTER/ 



Ah THOUGHT PA WAS MAO VlUFF T’SWAT HAW 
WE GOT CACK T THE FARM. MEB6E THEM MA 
WOULD QUIT TOK1N* HIS MONEY. HUT HE JUST 
SIMMEHEO ARP LOOKEO SAP. ■ . 


AN AH AIR T QOIN T T AH LL SFEND' 
GIVE YE THET CHANCE,\ MAH MONET 
CLYDE f AH AIN'T NEVER) THE WAY 1 
flOHt T' LET YE THROW j AN SEES 
NO MONEY AWAY ON \ FIT, EFf 
FOOLISHNESS when xst YE KEEP 
THERE'S SO MUCH ANl YOOAM 


W AT LEAST AH SOT SOMETHIN' T' 

SNOW FER THE MONEY. IF'N TE 
HA D YOU AN WAY, YE 'D SPEND ^ 

FIFTEEN OOL LARS RENTI tl A 

A CAO'LAC, an'it'd he OYERuI JBi 
X\OONE in ONE DAY/ 



But when he wasn't shootim', he'd oirr* 

THIN KIN 1 ... THINKIN' 'BOUT MA AND HIS MONEY 
AMD THE CAO'LAC RIDE HE COULDN'T GIT. . . 
AND HE’D LOOK SO UMHAPPY JT LIKE T*BROKE 
MV HEART... 


Whem pa’d git t‘ feelim’ 

WE OMLY HAO ONE 
SHOOTIN 1 . HE’D BRING 
AN FERGIT THINGS 



ThER.SUOOENLIKE, HIS JAW’D CLAMP TIGHT AS 
A WEA3EL TRAP AND HE'D JES BLAST AWAY AT 
ROTHIN' WITH THE SHOTGUN... LIKE MEB3E 
MA WAS SOMEWHERES OUT THERE IN PROMT 
O' HIM... —^ tfmi 


Ah think the time ah felt mdoest was when pa an* me was 
IR TOWN ONE DAY An’ WE WIAS PASSW' THE AUTO RENTIN' PLACE. 
Pft, JUST STOOD THERE LOOKIN' AT THE CADILLAC IM THE WINDA^ 

AN 1 FFB TUT CIMT Time EUES AU CKU uv da 


P^AH DON'T RECKOM I'LL 6/T 
T' RIDE IN ONE O’ THEM... CHOl 

T\»never.. J~ - 































NO, SUH, AH OIDN'T \ 
feu no DOCTOR, I 

SHERIFF. AH C- J 

SEE MA WAS D 
AS SHE'S EVER 


Sheriff hott askeo me lots o' 
\la\ v *.. r rwA urn 

YE DIDN'T V"NO, "UT THEY WAS? 

YY YOUAH l ALWAYS ARSUIN 1 . 
r*ARSUIN‘\ a d save A LI'L 
/ MONEY AND MA'O 
) SWINE IT AND H 
> GET POWERFUL MAD. 
THIS HORNIN'*1 
SWORE HE'D 



The NEXT TIME AH SAW PA WAS WHEN THEY WHIN. 
HIM UP FO' TRIAL. AH WAS SIFTIN' IN A NICE CHAIR 
NEXT T’ JUD-JE SAYERS AN* SOMEONE WAS ASKIN' ME 


he Xruth/e f 


AH SEEN PA SUST INTA THE HOUSE, t 
was STEAMIN' MAD. HE CUSSED MA. 
,'OINTED THE SHOTGUN AT HER...AN' 
PULLED THE TR/SSER. PA KILLED MA ,L 


DON'T RE AFRAID, Y YES, 

RUTHIE. NOBODY l SUH 
CAN HURT YOU f / Yr 


NOW> nUTHIE.TELL 1 
THE COURT EXACTLY 
WHAT HAR, ‘ENEDTa 





















































Pa jumped up, screamin'at me... I felt sick the way pa carrieo An' ah felt sicker the night they 

TEARS A-RUNNIN' DOWN HIS FACE... ON, BUT IT WAS OVER SOON... WHE N BURNED UP PA IN THE ELECTRICAL 




An' then ah HEARD it. .. the hum of the IN8IN£..X<M\h' 
DOWN THE ROAD,.. COMIN 1 FROM THE STATE PRISON. 
BR/NS/N' PA. AH' THEN AH SAW IT... ANO AH WAS GLAD! PA 
WA s FINALLY GETT/N' HIS RIDE IN A CADILLAC... A 



After they buried pa, ah went overt 1 sheriff 

HOYT... 


YOU BETTER TAKE ME INTA TOWN, SHERIFF' 
-AH GOT SOMETHIN' T' SAY 


"Y'SEE.AH KNEW ABOUT THAT 

CADILLAC HEARSE THEY GOT UP 
AT THE STATE PRISON. THAT'S 
WHY AH SLOWED THET HOLE IN 
HA WITH THE SHOTGUN BIS AS A 
FIST AND BLAMED IT DNRL I 
KNEW IT was the ONLY Way HE'D 
- EVER GITth STRIDE 




an' now they 

ARE COMIN 1 FOR 
ME AN 1 i'll BE 
FOLLOWIN' P A 
3HORTLY. FUNNY 
TH/NSf AH'M 
LOOKIN' FOR¬ 
WARD TO IT/ AH 


































(OKAYf so you OBSERVE more JTwhat od ydu MEAN, 
DUT DF LIFE THAN THIS MISERABLE J A MOUTH?? FDN 
SHACK AND THIS CRUMMY NEIGHBOR-\ THHEE YEARS NOW../' 
HODD. WE'VE ONLY BEEN HERE A V THREE YEARS, ‘ 
MONTH BUSINESS will PICK UP, )matt...we've been 
.IRENE.' YOU'LL SEEf WE’LL BE ON V GOING FROM BAO TO 
TOP DF THE HEAP AGAIN, LIKE WE J WORSE. OUN HEXT 

USED TO ft----/ MOVE WILL BE OUT 

: Sr ON THE STREETt 


DON'T...DON'T 
TALE UKE THAT, 
IRENE'I...I DON'T 
^ LIKE IT' rpr-i 


Tk 


M 


Thene was gheyness that BLANKETED EVERYTHING THAT 
ORIZZLY MORNING.. .A GNEY CASTTO MATT'S TASTELESS 
COFFEE.. . A GREY GRIMNESS COATING THE KITCHEN WALLS 
A GREYNESS TNAT SEEMED TO CLDSE IN ON HIM SD THAT HE 
EVER FELT GNEY INSIDE HIMSELF, MATT HALL HAD THE 
TRAPPED HOPELESS AIR OF A CRIMINAL ON THE WITNESS 
STAND WHOSE ALIBI HAD JUST BEEN BROKER YET, MATT WAS 
NO CRIMINAL... EXCEPT, PENHAPS, IN THE JAUNDICED EYES 
OF HIS WIFE, HIS CDLO RELENTLESS PROSECUTOR..._ 


Irene hall slippeo into her seat at the 
KITCHEN TABLE ANO THE COLO METALLIC CLINK 
OF HER SPOON IN THE SUGAH BOWL MATCHED 
THE ICY STEEL OF HER EYES ... 


THAT ,'OL/CY IS ALL THE 
SECURITY I'VE SOT IF .ANY¬ 
THING HAPPENS TO YOU. AND 
I'VE GIVEN IT A LOT OF 
THOUSHT, MATT. SOMETHING 
IS GOING TO HA; ’EM TO YOU 


WE COULO MOVE TO A BETTER PLACED OH, 
INENEf I'VE OFFEREO TO CASH IN MY J ND ./ 
LIFE-INSURANCE POLICY. WE SOT « 

»S0UT THIRTY-SIX HUNOREO 
[ SOCKEO INTO TNAT _ ' 

























Kufl? WE'LL SEE* " 
rvE BEEN TNINKINS A ) u 
LOT ABOUT IT THE LAST L 
FEW WEEKS AND I'VE V 
BEEN OO/MS SOMETHING, j 
r TOO* WE GOT IT JUST *-< 
ABOUT ALL ARRANGEOJ. 


\NR. GROVER AND MEf HE'S THE 
UNDERTAKER* YOU'VE PASSED 
HIS PLACE-. GROVER’S FUNENAL 
.HOME .TWO BLOCKS DOWN ON 
THE CORNER. I'VE BEEN DISCUS¬ 
SING IT WITH N/U. HE’S COMING 
OVER TH/S NORM NS TO TALK , 
JO US ABOUT IT ---- J 


The GREYNE3S OF THE OAYTURNED EVEN GREYER 
WHEN MR. GROVER ARRIVED. HE QUICKLY EXPLAINED 
“'3 PLAN TO MATT. - - 


) TWENTY- 

< FIVE 
,1 PERCENTf 
> F/VE 
J GRAND* 
THAT ISN'T 
TOON UGH 
CONSIDERING 
MY RISK... Jj 


... AND MR. GROVER WILL 
MAKE SURE HE'S THERE 
TO SAY YOU'RE DEAD? 
DON'T YOU SEE, MATT? 
CHIEF M«L«N WILL TAKE 
MR. GROVER'S WORD 
FOR IT, AND... 


WHAT DO J 
YOU GET i 
OUT OF THIS, 


SO FAR IT SOUNDS I’VE L/VEO IN this town 
PRETTY GOOD MR. ALL M Y LIFE HA LL. I KNOW 
GHOVEH BUT WHAT CHIEF MCLAIN. HE LL TAKE 
ABOUT THE POLICE? A QUICK LOOK AT WHAT 
APPEARS to be A STAB 
IN THE NEART. HELL SEE 
3 JR THE 8LOOO-STAINEO 
^ Wff % TS KNIFE .ano 



GOOD* NOW THE 
YOU HAVE TO DO IS CNAN6E 
YOUR APPEARANCE* you're 
NOT WELL -KNOWN NERE, so 
IF YOU GREW A NOUSTACNE 
AND BEGAN WEARING HORNED- 
R/NNED GLASSES .AND PEOPLE 


OKAY, GROVER ’ 
YOU GOT YOURSELF 






























Then the mortician ai i lied a "death pallor 
TO MATT'S ROPY AND FACE., ■ 


IT’S your 
I SHOW.LARRY. 


NEAL BLOODff where'o 


zEeEeeaaaaaahh. 


And AN HOUR LATE.,, SHORTLY AFTEr. MIDNIGHT; MATT HALL 
STRETCHED HIMSELF OUT ON THE WEEDY PATCH OF LAWN OUTSIDE 
HIS HOME. MR GROVER EOURED A STICKY .TED LIQUID OVER THE 
HOLE RENT THROUGH HIS JACKET AND ON THE 3ROIRIO GROUND HIM.. 


(Then the mortician knelt reside matt and spoke 

I IN HIS USUAL CONFIDENT MANNER. ■■ 

GIVE ME A MINUTE OR SO TO GET AWAY, 

[ THEN TAKE THE KNIFE, SMEAR IT IN TH E 

LOOD, AND TOSS IT IN THE ,,‘OAD. NEXT, 
PITCH YOUR EMPTY WALLET IN THE 
■ WUHEvf IRENE WILL TAKE QVE FROM 
M-MT THERE. 


A FEW MOMENTS LATER, IRENE HALL STEPPED OUTSIDE. 
SHE STOOD OVER HER HUSOAND.STARING DOWN AT THE 
GHASTLY SCENE,THEN SCREAMED. . 


WHERE DO YOU THINK I 
GOT ITT I'M AN UNDER¬ 
TAKER f ■ 





































Her shrill scheam echoed along the oank.quiet 

HOMES THAT UN ED THE STNEET. HERE ANO THEHE, A 
LIGHT BLINKEO ON. INENE SCNEAMEO AGAIN. PEOPLE 
CLAD IN NIGHTCLOTHES POUNED FROM THE BLACKNESS. 


Undertaken larry grove* arrived at the scene 

ALONG WITH CHIEF NED MCLAIN AND A SLEEPY-EYED 
POLICEMAN... 


you su, re 

HE'S DEAD, 

' GROVER? 


THERE'S A BRILLIANT QUESTION TO 
ASK AN UNDERTAKER* LOOK, M'LAIN„ 
WE CAN'T JUST LEAVE HIM LIKE THIS? 
GET SOMETHING TO COVER HIH UR ... t 


*HAT POLICE* GALL THE 

HAPPENED* J POLICEf MY HUSBAND* 
HE .SOB HE'S BEEN 



The OFFICER PICKED up the evi¬ 

dence WITH A HANDKERCHIEF AND 
: ’OUDLY . 'RESENTED IT TO CHIEF 
MCL ilN... 


NO? SO NO.* * 

MATT DIDN’T HAVE 
IN ENEMY W THE 
WORLD. OH,MATT-! 
r so %..MATT... -T~ 


HEY* look 
TUTS* A KNIFE 
IN THE ROAD. IT'S 
GOT RLOOD ON IT' 


| IT WAS A 

MU $ SINS, 

I MCLAIN. YOU'VE 
J HAD ENOi'SH 
OF THEM LATELY 
TO KNOW THAT* 
f SOMETHING OUGHT 
TO BE DONE A3QUT 
7/1 THEU,TOO.*^J 


DON'T 

TOUCH 

THAT 

MISTER* 


BOOD WORK, FLOYD.X TAKE IT EASY, 

LOOKS LIKE THIS yMCLAIN.SHE'S 
13 THE MURDER < HAD A BAD 
WEARONfGHOVEH. g SH OCK.. M 
NOW TO QUESTION jjfek, y_ %. j 
£ HIS WIFE! 



LAYOFF, MA'AM? I’M AN UHDER - \ Thank i 

GHOVEH' IM / TAKER. MY PLACE IS JUST A J SOB.. 
DO!NS MY l COUPLE OF BLOCKS DOWN. IF / THAHK 
BEST. IT'S f YOU'O LIKE, X'LL TAKE CARE fa TOU j 

rtf JUST.. H OF YOUR POON HUSBAND S 

^irsrmFar"—r n^mains? 

A MOMENT LATER,SOMEONE FOUND MATTS EMPTY 

WALLET. . . 

YES... HE'O GONE TO THE / WELL, THAT CLINCHES 

bank THIS AFTERNOON > n; grover. rr's a MU6- 
HE HAD THE RENT MONEY- ( BING, ALL NIGHT? AND 

7 S0B...W1TH HIM.. .^^ilL SET THE MURDER- 

—?V-1NG THIEF IF IT'S THE 

THIHG I DO* J 


v '/f/lii / 

\1jK-SS * *y. - y 14 






































REACTED JUST AS THEY'D . CANNED.. - 
HAO GIVEN MATT ENOUGH TIME 
LEAP FROM THE COFFIN AS IT WAS ROLLED DOWN 


The next morn ins, mrs. vincent, the halls' 

.'LUMP AND KINOLY NEIGHBOR, ACCOMPANIED IRENE 
MALL TO THE MOVER FUNERAL PARLOR. IT WA3 
ALL PART OF THE PLAN. SHE STOOD BESIDE THE 
SOBBING WIDOW AS THEY VIEWED MATT'S STIFF 


Irene looked up with tear filled eyes... 
MATT .LWAYS SAID HE...HE 
WANTED TO... SOB . TO JE 



And so, Irene cried and mr grover uttered fond 

WORDS, AND MRS. VINCENT LOOKED ON WITH M0R3ID 
FASCINATION AS THE EMPTY COFFIN WAS ROLLED 
THROUGH THE YAWNINB FURNACE DOOR IN THE HUGE 
































[Then matt turned to his wife 


I NO* YOU GET OUT OF 
) THIS COUNTRY AND LAY 
LOW IN MEXICO ON SOUTH 
AMERICA. IRENE WILL JOIN 
YOU IN A YEAN OR SO WHEN 
ALL THIS HAS BLOWN 
OVEN AND THE INSUItANCE 
COMPANY has PAID OFF. 




Matt grinned wryly.took the money,aro started] 

FOR THE POOR. ■ ___ I 


WELL, WHY NOT?* 
I CAR USE A LONG 
VACATION f S'LORG, ir 
HONEY 'TmMp—f 


| NOLO IT, MATT? YOU'D 
I BETTER SHAVE OFF THAT 
MOUSTACHE OR WE'LL ALL 
HAVE A LONS VACATION 
i IN A PENITENT/ABY' 


) YES, SIR'CABIN 

43f THAT’S 
FORWARO ON DECK 
■T A, SIR_^*J 


The house had changed, it was all fixed up. the 

LAWR WAS LUSH ANO GREEN WITH EXPENSIVE SHRUBS. 


A YEAH PASSED AND MATT WAITED IN RIO FOR IRENE. 
JUT UENE DIDN'T COME HE WhOTE, -UT SHE DID NOT 
ANSWER. FINALLY, AFTEH EIGHTEEN MONTHS,HE FLEW 
HOME.. ■ 


TO BLAZES WITH THE vfASA''SOME- 
,THING'S HAu 1 ENED TO HER. X J 
mmWFNOW ni 


PILLOW, HR. 
THOM.-SON? 






































Matt stareo at larry grower 

AHD A CHILL CREPT UP HIS SPINE. 
THE REALIZATION DAWNED UPON 
HIM.RUOELY... 


r OUT OUT THE 
CONEDY, IRENE? 
WHAT’S GOIN* y 


YOUR...YOUR WIFE!? WHY YOU 
DIRTY DOUBLE-CROSSING... 
so THAT’S how it was' you two 
PLANNED IT this Vhi,SHIPPING 
ME OFF while you lived it up on 
MY INSURANCE DOUGH/ WELL, I 
GOT FIFTEEN GRAND comin' to 
ME AHO I WANTJTf 


IRENE / MT 
LORD / HAVE X 
CHANGEO THAT 
much# it’s ME.. 
MATT .YOUR , 
nusbandF , 


MY,.. WNA T?T 
LISTER, MISTER, 
you'd BETTER 
GET OUT OF 
HERE' YOU'VE 
GOT ME CON- 
FUSEO WITH 
SOMEONE ELSE /. 


Larry grover picked up the phone...^ 


DON'T KID ME. jROVER. you 
wouldn't OAREf IP I SPILL 
THE SEANS, YOU'LL GO UP THE 
I RIVER WITH ME. YOU CAN HAVE 
’ IRENE/ JUST HAND OVER FIFTEEN 
'RAND .NOW- r 


GET OUT OF ) 
MY HOUSE l 
BEFORE I CALL 
THE ROUGE, 

1 MISTER/ w 


YOU CAN'T BLUFFNE, GROVER' 
I'M STAYINGY\VS YOUR FUNERAL 
TOO, YOU KNOW/ I ^ 


GIVE NE THE 
f POLICE' > 



t ALWAYS LIKE TO LAY MY 
HANDS ON YOU CON MEN. BUT 
TO SHAKE 
CUSTOMER. 
MATT HALL'S UOOY 



They booked matt, "mugged" him, fingeri ,,inted him, 
AND SL£i-i*ED HIM IN A CELL AS HE SCREAMED IN 


FIN 7ERPR/NTSf THAT'S IT, 
CHIEF/ X THOU7HT THEY . 
LOOKED FAMILIAR ... Tyf 


CHECK MY FINGER¬ 
PRINTS f YOU'LL V— 
1EE IF I’M NOT L 
MATT HALL f >-M 





































The jailed man's prints were 

MATCHED WITH THOSE TAKEN FROM 
A DLDODY KNIFE POUND IN THE 
ROAD NEAR THE SCENE OF MATT 
HALL'S "MURDER" ALMOST TWO 
YEARS BEFORE... 


IMatt HALL FELT AS THOUGH HE 

IWERE LIVING THROUGH A NIGHTMARE 
FROM THAT MOMENT ON. HE WAS PUT 
|pN TRIAL- _ 


MATT NALL ?f MM*' HOW 
COULD HE BE»f MATT HALL IS 
DEAD ' CREMATED ' j— 


S —AND I WILL NOT ONLY 
SHOW THAT THIS MAN..THIS 
RICHARD THOMPSON .. MUR¬ 
DERED MATT NALL, BUT THAT 
HE RETURNED TO EXTORT 
MONET FROM HIS VICTIM'S 
WIDOW . 


THEY jL 
MATOHf 


NO D0U9T At OUT 
IT.' WE'VE COT 
MATT HALL'S 
TW KILLER 




Matt hall's lawyer could set 



There WAS a GREYNESS THAT 1LANKETED EVERYTHING THAT 

DRIZZLY MORNING... A GREY CAST TO THE PRISON WALLS*.A GREY¬ 
NESS TO THE SCAFFOLD THEY'D TUILT-A GAEYNESS THAT SEEMED 
TO CLOSE IN ON MATT SO THAT HE EVEN FELT 4REY IN3IDE KIM- 







































A SPECIAL EDITORIAL 

THIS IS AN APPEAL FOR ACTION I 


7 'ML PROBLEM Comics are under fire horror 
,ind crime uimics in particular Due to the efforts of 
various do-gooders and ‘dogooder groups, a 
large segmem of the public is being led to believe 
that Certain comic magazines cause juvenile delin¬ 
quency. warp the minds of Americas youth, and 
affect the development of the personalities of those 
who read them 1 Among these do-gooders are a 
psychiattisi who has made a lucrative career of at¬ 
tacking comic magazines, certain publishing compa¬ 
nies who do not publish comics and who would 
benefit by their demise, many groups of adults who 
would like to blame their lack of ability as respon¬ 
sible parents on comic mags instead of on them¬ 
selves, and various assorted headline burners- These 
people arc militant They complain to local police 
officials, to local magazine retailers, 10 local whole¬ 
salers, and to their congressmen They complain and 
complain and threaten and threaten Eventually, 
everyone gets frightened The newsdealer gets 
frightened He removes the books from display The 
wholesaler gets fnghiened He tefuses shipments 
The congressmen get frightened November is 
coming' They start an investigation This wave of 
hystetiu has seriously threatened the very existence 
of ihe whole comic magazine industry 

WE BELIEVE Your editors sincerely believe 
ihai the claim of these crusaders ihat comics are 
bad fot children is nonsense. If we, in the slight¬ 
est way, thought that horror comics, crime comics, 
or any other kind of comics were harmful to our 
readers, we would cease publishing them and direct 
our efforts toward something else 1 

And we re not alone in our belief For example 
Dr David Abrahamsen, eminent criminologist, in 
his book, Who Are The Guilty?" says, "Comic 
books do not lead to crime, although they have been 
widely blamed for it In my experience as a psy¬ 
chiatrist, 1 cannot remember having seen one boy 
or girl who has commuted a crime, or who became 
neurotic or psychotic . because he or she read 
comic books. A group led by Dr Freda Kehm, 
Mental Health Chairman of the III Congress of the 
P T A., decided that living tDom violence has 'a 
i*cntj ftstitncid ticctotrjoui^Ainis. e, Aot 
ert H Felix, director of the National Institute of 
Ment .1 Health, said that horror comic books do not 
originate criminal behavior in children . in a way, 
the horror comics may do some good . children 
may use fantasy, as stimulated by the "comics'" as a 
means of working out natural feelings of aggres¬ 
siveness. 


We also believe that a large potion of our toial 
readership of horror and crime comics is made up of 
adults We believe that those who oppose comics are 
a small minority Yet this minority is causing the 
hysteria The voice of the majority . you who buy 
comics, read them, enjoy them, and are not harmed 
by them has not been heard 1 

WHAT YOU MUST DO. Unless you act now, 
the pressure from this minority may force comics 
from the American scene It is members of this mi¬ 
nority who threaten ihe local retailers, who threaten 
the local wholesalers, who have sent letters to the 
Senate Subcommittee on Juvenile Delinquency 
( now investigating the comic industry) 

IT IS TIME THAT THE MAJORITY'S VOICE 
BE HEARD 1 

It is time ihat the Senate Subcommittee hears 
from YOU each and every one of you' 

If you agree that comics are harmless entertain¬ 
ment, write a letter or a postcard 
TODAY to 

The Senate Subcommittee on Juvenile E>elinquency 
United States Senate 
Washington 25, D. C 

and in your own wotds, tell them so. Make it a nice, 
polite letter’ In ihe case of you younger readers, it 
would be more effective if you could get your par- 
enis to write for you, or perhaps add a PS to your 
letter, as ihe Senate Subcommittee may not have 
much respect far the opinions of minors. 

Of course, if you or your parents disagree with us. 
and believe ihat comics ARE bad, let your senn- 
ments be known on that coo 1 The important ihing is 
that the Subcommittee heir from actunl comic book 
readers and/or their parents, rather than ftom peo¬ 
ple who never read a comic magazine in their lives, 
but simply want to destroy them 

it is also important thar your local newsdealer 
be encouraged to continue carrying, displaying, and 
selling all kinds of comics Speak to him Have him 
speak to his wholesaler 

Wherever you can, let your voice and the voices 

A pn* ptwer.ft ut l lu a v.'.Ol l, t ctnx 

paign - gainst comics. 

But first . ngbt now . please write that letter 
to the Senate Subcommittee 

Sincerely, 

Your grateful editors 
(for the v/holc E. C. Gang) 











SLOB! 

It s too much work fot one man, old Si- 
kota said, his lower lip trembling, "One man 
ain't got enough time to take care all these 
tenants' complaints! 

“Shut up!" Mr, Herndon screeched, a dan¬ 
gerous thtob on his throat, "Take me to the 
basement so I can see for myself how you'te 
neglecting my building' ... no doots 

open without squeaking , , no water comes 
through pipes you've allowed to rust! You're 
nothing but a ... a SLOB!" 

Old Sikora blanched, his skin drawn tight. 
1 don’t have to take that from no one," he 
muttered darkly. "Slob 1 " answered Mr Hern¬ 
don, as the elevator descended amidst groans 
and shimmies. "Slob! SLOB! SLOB' S-L-O-B!" 

Old Sikota sucked air into bis scrawny 
gullet and lunged forward, But his fingers 
were less than half-way to his employer's 
throat when Mr, Herndon struck. His big fists 
hammered relentlessly, against ancient skin 
and brittle bone. Sikora had sagged to the 
floor, his face a blob of butchered meat, bis 
head banging limply on a neck which wasn't 
quite straight. He was dead. 

Mr. Herndon 'carefully opened the furnace, 
hefted the old man's body into the dark 
cavern, threw several booksfull of flaring 
matches inside, and slammed the door shut, 

That same night a delegation of tenants 
arrived at Mr. Herndon's home . , together 
with three menacing policemen. "You're un¬ 
der arrest for the murder of old Sikora," the 
oldest officer intoned. 
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Wa 1 !! run SHOCK lattatt In PANIC. Wrrta to. 

SHOCK 

GEMSTONE 


"The body'-*" Mr. Herndon inquired scorn¬ 
fully "You found a body* Unless you have 
one there isn't a shied of evidence that..." 

"We got a body, pal 1 " rasped the beef-faced 
cop. That furnace where you dumped 

the corpse,. it's so dirty and dogged that you 
couldn't start a fire if your life depended on 
it 1 Such filth . . . 
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The tall man in the frazzled coat shambled 
almost absent-mindedly into the bank . . . 
glanced around uncertainly .. . then step¬ 
ped up to the wooden railing surrounding 
the manager’s cubicle. 

“Can I help .. ■*” the chubby gentleman 
seated at the spacious desk started to in¬ 
quire, a rigid professional smile creasing 
his waxen features. 

“You’re the manager. huh r ‘ the tall 
man mumbled, as if reassuring himself 
He snuffled, glanced around the hank 
again, then fumbled a paper bag from the 
torn pocket of his sagging coat. 

“This is a robbery,” he announced, in a 
flat, tired voice. “I got a bomb m this sack, 
mister • unless you hand over all the 
dough you got in the cashier’s booth, I'm 
gonna drop this bag on the floor and kill 
all of us!" 

The manager’s eyes bulged like white 
onions on toothpicks as he stared in com¬ 
plete bewilderment at the tall man and, 
then, at the crumpled bag his visitor held. 
Before he could splutter a protest, the tall 
man was mumbling again. “I need the 
money bad,” he muttered. “If I can't get 
my hands on some mazuma I might just 
as well be dead. That’s why I’m ready to 
kill myself and all of us... ” 

The anxiety on the manager's fat face 
vanished. His eyes crinkled as he leaned 
back in his chair. He snorted through his 
nose, slapped his thigh and began to roar 
with delight. The squat bank guard wad- 
ui a ijj- . . , old Sad..el 

over from her cage ... thv line of four de¬ 
positors turned nd stared. 

‘’That old gag,” the manager gasped, 
between spasms of laughter, “it’s been 
used so often that it’s old even for t ’le- 
vision! The bomb in the p'-per bag... 
HAAAAAA1” 


The bank depositors closed in and the 
buzz of conversation was audible above 
the manager’s gasping for breath. “The 
bomb-in-the-paper-bag gimmick!” bel¬ 
lowed a thiek-set man. “It’s been used in 
dime novels... the movies . . .! “The des¬ 
perate thief ready to blow himself up!” 
tittered a bird-like lady in clumsy walking 
shoes. 

“Awright, mac," the squat bank guard 
started to wheeze, as he laboriously slid a 
service revolver from a holster hanging 
around his stomach. “I’ll take that dan¬ 
gerous paper bag, mister blowhard .. 

The tall man's bloodshot eyes circled 
the group of sneering faces, darted to the 
revolver glinting in the guard's hand . . . 
then he dropped the sack to the floor and 
sprinted to the door with incredible speed. 
Before anyone could move, he was gone. 

The uncontrolled laughter was a chorus 
of chuckles, snorts, guffaws, chortles and 
whinnies. The thick-set man had to be 
thumped on the back to keep him from 
choking. When quiet again had been re¬ 
stored, they all turned and looked disdain¬ 
fully at the paper bag on the floor. The 
guard stepped forward to pick it up, so 
that he could hurlit into the trash basket... 

The violent explosion shattered the win¬ 
dows for two blocks around, so sudden 
was the blast that the occupants of the 
bank were dead before a single cry of pain 
or surprise had been uttered. An estimat¬ 
ed fifty people in the neighborhood were 
knocked to the pavement by the detona- 
tkffrcl A. VzOrf.x u - .W . 

A tall man in a frazzled coat picked 
himself up from the sidewalk, patted a 
coat pocket to make certain that the sec¬ 
ond of his two crumpled paper bags was 
unharmed.. then sh ambled off in the 
direction of a bank over on the next 
avenue. 







mam 



The name's moleod. .. badge 33»w. 
i'm a plain-clothes OOP. they 


The sergeant might as well have 
MADE MY BEAT THE MDRGUE, THAT 
DE A0 IT1S TONIGHT. THE ONLY SOUND 
IS THE SWISHY-HIB3 OF TIRE3 NOW 
AND THEN AS A LONE CAR MOVES 
DDWN THE BLACK.SHINY STREET.- 


IT'S SURE LONELY,AND I GET TO 
THINKING ABOUT STACEY'S JOINT AND 
HOW COZY HIS BAR ALWAYS IS AND HOW 
GOOD A SHOT WOULD FEEL WARMING 
MY INSIDES. I TURN THE CORNER 
AND HEAD FOR IT WHEN I SPOT 
THE LITTLE GUY EDGING DDWN TW 



He kinda stumbles aldng as he 

COMES TO THE BUILDINGS. HE'S 
WEARING ONE OF THOSE LEATHER 
JACKETS AND HE'S CARRYING SOME¬ 
THING. . .A BAB...A CANVAS BAG 
WITH MAYBE A BIG ROUND MELDN 




AHD THEN I NOTICE THE BAG AGAIN.., 
AND I SEE IT'S GOTA BIG RED RUST- 
CDLORED STAIN DN THE BOTTOM. IT 
LDOKS LIKE...LIKE...LIKE DRIED 















I START WONDERIN' IF MAYBE I'VE 
BEEN A COP TOO LONG IF MAYBE 
I GOT TOO MUCH IMAGINATION ..IF 
M,AYBE THE NUST-COLONED STAIN 
AIN'T BLOOD AFTEN ALL? YEAH* 
THEN WHAT'9 THE CHEEP RUNN/N’ 


TO WALK EVEN FASTER . 


Fi m a COP, chum * TWENT^\ 

[ FIRST PRECINCT f 1 

\ 

^WHAT'S IN THE 

> 

m 

* m 


if *4 



He diveb me ore wild look, 

TURNS BHOST-WHITE AND TAKES 
OFF. I TNOT ALONG AFTEN HIM, 
THINKIN' MAYBE THE TOON SUCKER 
IS JUST SCARED'CAUSE HE WONKS 
FON A BUTCHEN ANO SWIPED A 


He neaches a Conner and dodges 

ANOUND. BY THE TIME I BET THERE, 
HE AIN'T IN SIGHT. THENE’S A CAN 















Thinking these things makes 

ME HATE THE SCURRYING LITTLE 
RAT. I GOTTA CATCH HIM NOW 
CATCH HIM ANO FIND OUT FOR 
SURE. HE TURNS INTO AN ALLEY. 
ANO I'M RIGHT BEHIND HIM, GIV¬ 
ING IT ALL I’VE GOT . 


GET THIS STRAIGHT, MISTER.' 
YOU RUN THIS TIME, ANO YOU 
GET A SLUG IN YOUR BACK., a 


He STARTS CRYING. I FIGURE HE 
CAN’T PULL A SHIV ON ME WHILE 
NE'S HUGGING THE BAG, SO I HOL¬ 
STER MY GUN ANO MOVE IN,KEEP¬ 
ING MY LIGHT ON HIM.. 




This little characten is 
STRONGER THAN HE LOOKS. I 
TRY WRENCHING THE NAG AWAY 



NE WAS A JOHNNY- COME - ^ 
LATEL Yf I WORKED A LOHS 
TIME FOR THE 
HE CAME. BUT HE WAS 
AMBITIOUS ...« HAO A 
HE AO ON HIS SHOULDERS. NE 



The uoht picks him up cringing 

IN A CELLAR DOORWAY _ WHITE AND 
SHIVERING GASPING POR AIR. HE 
WRflPS HIS ARMS AROUND THE SAT¬ 
CHEL AND HUGS IT TO HIM LIKE A 
LITTLE GIRL WITH A DOLL- 



OKAY, MACfTNOf HOf I 

LET'S HAVE ITS M/HE.Tj 

LA LOQK*J^^*Mm 


I CAN SEE HE'S SCARED SILLY SO 
I LET GO. HE STARTS TALKING 
ANO I STUDY HIS EYES, TRYIN' TO 
SEE IF MAYBE HE'S A HOFHEAD- 
i HATED Hiii ”he was always ''V 
PICKING ON ME. “ MR. DOMINICK, \ 
YOU'RE TWO MINUTES LATE'* \ 
"MR OOMINICK,THESE F/GUBES I 

ARENT VERY HEAT/ MR. DOMINICK. / 
YOUR TIE- YOUR HAIR- YOUR 




SO I BOUGHT AN ( 4/Y£"...HEH,HEH.!t 

ANO TONIGHT I WAITED FOR HIM' 
HE .HE’S NOT SHREWD ANY¬ 
MORE f HE HASN'T GOT A GOOD J 
NEAO ON HIS SHOULDERS^m 
ANYMORE/ r— 


































TnE LITTLE Glrt S EYES ONE BLAZ¬ 
ING AND HIS LIPS ARE TWISTED UP 
IN A VICIOUS SNANL ANO SALIVA IS 
NUNN I NO DOWN HIS CHIN. MY STOM¬ 
ACH CNAWLS AS 1 LOOK DOWN AT 



I FEEL SICK JUST LOOKING AT THE 
• AG,'CAUSE NOW I KNOW WWT'J IN 
IT... A HEAD...A COLD,STANIN6, 
SKIZZLY-GREEN HEAD. ANO THEN, 
SUDOENLY, THE IDIOT B KICKING AND 
SCREAMING ANO THE FLASHLIGHT IS 



I FIGHT OFF TIC NAUSEA ANO THE 
PAIN ANO IT'S THE LONGEST DANN 
ALLEY I EVEN LINP DOWN „SUT NOW 
I'M ON THE STREET ANO I SPOT THE 
DOLLY TW IN...THE PROWL CAN. . 
IHHhey.' SUU/VAN 'BERBERf^ 

ItlMprs me... vueor...*^ 


Sullivan guns the prowl car.. 

U-TURNING IT ANO TAKING WT SOUTH 
AT SIXTY. ONLY THENE AInV NO 
SIGN OF THE CRAZT 
TeMFTY... JUST 
I EMPTY STREETS. 


The prowl can eases up. i slide im. 
010 YOU SEE A UTTLe' \yEAH.' HE 1 
/MW...FIVE-F0OT-FOU,;./ PASSED US 
MAYSE-.CARRYING A A MINUTE 

K CANVAS BASf 71 AOO .HEADING 

i ■ -■ - ir * j a sourH ' A 


SO SOUTH, SULLIVAN, y 
FAST.' THAT ".CREW- \ 
HALL TS A HOMICIDAL 
MANIAC. HE JUST HACKED 
THE HEAD OFF SOME GUY 
AND IT'S IN THAT BASf A 


IN AN 
HLAMi 



















LE'ME OUThJ TH! 
NEXT CORNER, 
SULLIVAN. I'M 
GOING TO TRY IT A 
^ ON FOOT.f^ 


I PULL MY COLLAR AROUNO MY 
NECK ANO START DOWN THE SHIM¬ 
MERING SIDEWALK 





A NO THEN I HEAR IT ...THE CUCK- 
CLACK OF FEET ECHOING OUT OF 


I OUCK BACK INTO A DOORWAY 


I PULL OUT MY .45. HE COMES 
WINGING THE BAG LIKE 


He spins around fI 'm not takin 1 

ANY CHANCES. I SQUEEZE THE 
TRIGGER, ULASTING HIS FACE AWAY 


HE PITCHES FORWARD.THE CANVAS 
THUD... 


STEP OUT OF THE DOORWAY AS 
HE PASSES ME... _ 

















V i torn im' i ^ 

' GOT THE MANIAC} 
SULt.IV. N ' I HAD 

.to shoot him' j 

k HE TtilEO TO /k 


f WE HEAHD 
SHOTS' OM, 
IT S )W, 
MCLEOD* 

WHAT 

HAh 'ENED - 




I UNZk 5 THE SATCHEL, the rlOUND BLACK SHHEHt 
MO THS OUT ONTO THE GUTTEft... M, ^ ■ L, 


I LOOK DOWN AT THE STILL FlOUKE LTIN ^ EACE-DOWN 

...-— - t LOOK AT THE 


ON THE TLOO DY, WET SIDEWALK. 
CANVAS SA»- P——— 


A lOWUN ; J ALLt OH, LORD 
n “3 ONLY A SOWUNB MALL f 


ITS DOT TO •£' IT'S DOT TOf IT'S 
ROUNDf IT'S QOT A HEAD' IT.. 

























It is one of those damp raw nights when the sky is a 

BROWNISH-BLACK AWNING OVER THE GLOW1HG CITY AND 
THE GREY MIST CLINGS TO YOUR CHEEKS UKE A WET CLAMMY 
COBWEB. THE GARISH REO NEON SIGN OF THE CLOVEIt 
CAS/MO CASTS ITS RUBY OVERTONES ON THE GLISTENING 
SIDEWALK, THE CREAM-COIOREO CAOILLAC, A NO THE 
FLASHY-ORESSEO GENT YOU'VE BEEN WAITING FOR. AS HE 
EMERGES FROM THE CASINO ANO WALKS TOWARO YOU,WHERE 
YOU HIOE IN THE ALLEY OPPOSITE HIS CAR, YOU FUMBLE IN 
YOUR POCKET FOR THE COLD PEARL HANOLE OF YOUR 
SWITCHKNIFE. YOUR NAME IS JOE HARRIS. YOU'RE NOT 
WORTH A OIME. BUT IN A FEW MINUTES YOU'RE GOING TO BE 
RICH f mCNf YOU SLIP THE KNIFE FROM YOUR POCKET, 
PRESS THE BUTTON, ANO AS THE RAZOR-SHARP BLAOE 
SNAPS OUT, YOU THINK, JOE HARRIS. . . YOU THINK OF LOVE, 



YoU THINK OF YOUR BEAUTIFUL WIFE MARSHA, AND 
THAT NIGHT YOU FOUNO OUT FOR CERTAIN. YOU 
REMEMBER HOW SHE CAME HOME WITH HER HAIR 
WILO ANO HER LIPSTICK SMEARED ANO HER CLOTHES 


















YOU SPRANG FROM THE ICO AND TRIED TO 
HOLD HER, "OUT YOU DROPPED YOUR ARMS 
WHEN YOU FELT HER SHUDDER... SAW THE 
REVULSION IN HER FACE... 


.. .WATCHED YOUNS HANDSOME 
WALLY IRING MARSHA HOME. 
YOU SAW THEM STAND CLOSE, 
SEARCH FOR EACH OTHER^LM, 
THEN TRCMtLE IN WHAT 
SEEMED LIKE A ItVER-ENDtN* 


why, 

MARSHA...?] 

WHY* ad. 


I was TIRED OF WORK!HQ? 

JOE f YOU WERE AFP OUT/ . 
SO I HARRIED YOU.' I 1 
THOUGHT YOU HAD DOUGH! 
THAT MIGHT'VE MADE UP j 
FOR YOU' BUT YOU HAD < 
NOTHING! YOU'VE GOT \ 
HOTH/HG, JOE t HOTH/HGf] 


YOU TURNED AWAr. YOUR HEART pOUNfitNG... YOUR 
TEMPLES THROaajlWJ..., ^ ^, 

4 V T 'VE or TO SET HE . RACK'MONEY! 
: W4 THAT'S THE ONLY THING THAT CAN DO 
TWII 1 *1 tT * T V * S0T T0 UETMONEY- EASTS 


YOU THOUGHT AS OUT IT ALL NIGHT AND THIS MORNING, 
JOE...AN0 LIKE A DROWNING MAN CLUTCHING AT 
STRAW\YOU GRABBED DESPERATELY AT A LONG SHOT. ,. 
YOU SAY YOU WANT TO CLOSE jBt YEAH...THE 
. YOU,ACCOUNT, MR. HARRIS? W WHOLE FORTY- 

-CTji jii three rucks! 


YiS, JOE, YOU DECIDED TO SHOOT THE WORKS. YOU DREW OUT ALL OF YOUR SAVINGS THIS AFTERNOON ON YOUR 
LUNCH HOUR, AND A LITTLE WHILE AtO, YOU OOUQNf FORTY-THREE DOLLARS WORTH OF CHIPS AT THE GLOVtR 
GtSfNO, PUT THE WHOLE a TACK ON *RE0‘, AND MURMERED A LITTLE PRAYER- 


C'MON, RASY ... FOR ME ANO MARSHA 





















You 3TO00 THERE,’STARING tLANK- You WATCHED IN JEALOUS FASCJNA* 
LV, AS TOUR CHIPS...YOUR FORTY- TION AS, TIME AFTER TIME, THIS 
THREE DOLLARS ...WERE RAKED IN FA RRELL CUY WON,■■ U NTI L- 
AND RUSHED TOWARD ANOTHER 
MAN ..A FLASHY-DRESSED MAN. HE 
WAS ON TWENTY-ONE ... SLACK.THE 
CROUPIER RAKED STACKS AND 
STACKS OF CHIPS TOWARO HIM- 


With an expert fuck of the 

WRIST, THE CROUPIER SPUN THE 
WHEEL,TOSSED IN THE LITTLE 
■ALL... AND IN TWENTY SECONDS, 
it WAS ALL OVER 


TwELL ,I J 
r CAN'T SAY 1 
I'N SORRY,) 
GEORGE' \ 
[ GOOD NIGHT', 


I AM SORRY, LADIES'. 

AND GENTLEMEN, iUT v 
MR. FARRELL HAS ] 
BROKEN THE BANK 1 
FOR TONIGHT'THE * 
[ WHEEL IJ CLOSED f. 


TWENTY-ONE 

’ SLACK... r 


LOOKS TH XT' 

WAY,GEORGE 


ycu,<LUCK\s 
iOOD TONIGHT, 
MR.FARRELL' 



YOU PASSED HIM AS HE STOOD AT THE CASHIER'S WIN¬ 
DOW ARD YOU SAW THE 3IZE OF THE WAD DF GILLS HE 
WAS ALREADY CARRYING. THEN.TO IT. HE ADDED THE 
SIXTY DDO GRAND HE'D WON. HIS SMUG SMILE GALLED 


SO YOU PRECEEDED HIM INTO THE OARK STREET, 
SEARCHED FOR THE CADDY. ARD HID IN THE ALLEY- 
WAITING. ROW, YOU GRIP THE KRIFE IR YOUR SWEATY 
HARD AS HE STEPS TO HIS CAR. YDU SLIP UP 6EHIRD 
HIM . DR IPG THE SCALPEL-HONED SLADE TD HIS 



THROAT. 


ALL RIGHT. MISTER. RD NDISE-JUST 

r NANO OVER THAT ROLL' 


...AS THE DDDR TO THE CASINO OPENS AND YOU HEAR 
TIPSY LAUGHTER. SOMEDRE IS COMING -A COUPLE, 
t oo arora lUtJR TIufTPr WE.TjV tTfE TOD ~0O 

SOME FAST AD LI61ING- _ 


TOMON, harry f YOU'VE had ^ 

f ENOUSHf I'VE GOT TO GET YOU 
NONET AW, CMON, HARRY / ^4 




























YOU SLANCE AT THE 9TACBERING COUPLE EMET,*- 
IWJ FROM THE CASINO,THEN DRAG THE LIFELEU5 
SOOY OF TOUR VICTIM TO HIS CAR AND OUM P HIM 
IN THE RACK, THE 


YOU GET SCAREO. YOU SLAM SACK INTO THE CAR ANO 
*l»/ AMI MAS*. Is*. A JL4eoe LeoA 

AT YOU. WHEN YOU REACH THE CITY'S OUTSKI RTS,YOU 
SPOT A DARK ALLEY ON A DESERTED STREET.YOU STOP 


You're suddenly bathed in 

LIGHT. THE HEADLIGHTS OF 
ANOTHER CAR HAVE FLASHED ON. 
TWO LOVERS, THEIR PRIVACY INTRUDED 
UPON, PREPARE TO OEPART FOR A 
MORE OESERTEO RENOEZVOUS SPOT. 


YOU START DRIVING AIMLESSLY, AND 
NOW, YOU HAVE TIME TO THINK. 
YOU'RE A MURDERER, joe / YOUR 
HEART SLAMS AGAINST YOUR CHEST, 
YOUR FOOT CHATTERS ON THE GAS 
PEOAL, ANO A COLO RIVULET OF 
SWEAT TRICKLES OOWN YOUR SPI NE- 

*1 OIONT MEAN TO KILL HIM.' 































They pour from the doorways into the alley, joe. 
PEOPLE... HUN0RE03 OF THEM. tT’S A MOVIE 
THEATER* the LATE SHOW IS OVER? with a 
STRENGTH BORN OF FRENZY YOU POSH YOUR RORY 




NOW.WITH THE HEAVY IRON UO 
BACK IN PLACE, YOU BREATHE EASILY 
FOR THE FIRST TIME IN AH HOUR. 


YOU FIND A DARK DESERTED OUIFT STREET YOU 
PULL UP TO THE CURB OPPOSITE A SEWS?. YOU GET 
OPEN THE SEWER-COVER,ANO DRAG THE 


Then you push the stiffening 


With quaking knees,tou begin 

TO WALK .GLANCING BACK FURTIItLY 
AT THE OFFICERS APPROACHING 
THE SEWER. YOU SEE ONE OF 

























The LAST thing you see is marsha and wally 
STEALING A QUICK LOOK AT EACH OTKE., A QUIET 
LOOK THAT SAYS SO MUCH-. LIKE. "WE NEVE ft 
EXPECTED THIS HAPPY TURN OF EVENTS WHEN WE 
PLANNED on NUNN/NS HIM DOWN** and twen, 
SLOWLY,EVERYTHING GOES “LACK. 


IT HITS YOU-CATCHES YOUR LEG IN 


You've got one hundred grano and you lie in the 

GUTTER, JOE...A GROTESQUE TWISTED HULK, •ATTEHED 































